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VIOLA.' 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Amid the Alps, whose distant view> 
Appear as clouds of azure hue, 
A castle's ancient t<j»*»*cts frowa'd^ ^ 
The battlements ^h?iMvVtrbwn^d^ 
On a vast rock snajestic stood^ ^ ^^ 
Encircled by a raging^ fioo^; ' ' : 

Dashing its foam arti^itl the ISas^ , 
Of this vast promontary ri/ctej 
Where hostile steps could ne'er obtrude; 
This dread rock was the « JV/iUe Cliff'' styFd, 
Where lav'd those furious billowd wild, 
Whose verge no human footsteps dar'd, 
Near which no animal appeared, 

Unless impel'd by the chase. 
Resistless 'tward the cliff's dread verge, 
Plunging he sunk beneath the surge; 
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'Mid the wild waves' tremendous roar» 
Struggling he sunk to rise no more! 

II. 
Upon the cliff's dread summit reared. 
The Gothic edifice appear'd. 
With spires of an ample size. 
Seeming above the eloads to rise; 
From each grey tower, wheh twilight threw 
Her <^mantle" of a dusky hue, 
Appear'd a friendly beacon light. 
To guide the traveler through the night; 
To warn the m^ariner of the shore, 
•The*fafel eliff&vthcLsiiive^^^ih 
Wh^tefcT death th' unwcary^c^erdid wait, 
Where thou;^nds*'4::tet ee^Awful fate; 
For noQc jfsho^rohTe^r could brave; 
Vain was tbc hpp^^durtr^ng^t could save, 
When once within the eddy's power, 
Relentless death e'er rul'd that hour, 
And seiz'd his victim ere aware 

The ^^Kinff qf Terrors'* haunted there. 

♦ 

III. . 
^^ Around tl)e dome, whose moss grown towers, 
Bedecked with ivy, gem'd with dew, 
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I^uxuriant plants profusely grew, 

And rare exotics grac'd the bowers. 

The spacious parterre's various djes 
The balmy odoriferous air, 
Diffused from Flora's fav'rites fair, 

It seem'd terrestrial paradise. 

07te beauteous flower its lord possest, 
More valued far than aught beside; 
With parent fondness he carest 

This peerless bud, St. Valverdc's pride. 

*Twas Viola, a maiden mild, 
As on a summer's eve so bland, 
When zephyr's silken wings expand; 

She was the only darling child. 

Her form in beauty's fairest mould . 
Was cast, and her bright seraph face 
Beaming with peculiar grace, 

Of the 8otU*a blighter beauties told. 

O'er her fair cheek a roseate hue, 

Brighten'd her eyes of azure blue; 

And graceful auburn ringlets stray'd 

O'er the fair bosom of the maid. 

Her snowy forehead also shaded. 

Was by a diamond bandeau braided, ! 

The only ornament she wore, 

And ^^beauty^a self** rcquir'd no more. 
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In simple elegance array'^d, 
XJnrival'd stkone the noUe maid; 
Her dignifi^, yet modest looki 
The wand'ring gazer captive took; 
And when the lovely maiden .amirdi 
It was with seraph grace so mild. 
So soul expressing, that aroand, 

The lovfis and graces seem'd to play, 
And she ibr beauty's empness crown'd. 

Who saw, must gaze his soul away. 

IV, 

Garceni, St. Valverde's worthy lord, 
By all his vassals wasador'd: 
When youth, the hero's arm had nerv'd. 
His grateful country loAg he serv'd. 
A military life had charms; 
Fam6 he acquir'd by deeds of arms; 
His ancestors he ne'er digrac'd; 
Ne'er were his brilliant deeds el!ac'd; 
With fame he liv'd, regretted died; 
For the lov'd hero, thousands sigh'd. 
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V. 

Maro, a wretch of base intent, 
'alverde castle did frequent; 



T. 
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He long had crav'd thk hit dommni 
And impiously aspit'd to gain 
By secret means possession dure; 

This crafty relative aware 

Viola was the heiress fair, 
Deem'd the vast treasure jt^uite secure. 

VI. 

The maiden unsuspicious viewed 
Her subtle cousin oft obtrude; 
Nor deem'd herself and the domain^ 
The objects he aspir'd to gain. 
But sullen Maro, whose proud soul 
(From childhood ne'er could brook control) 
Had long since plann'd a deed most £[>Ql. 
Nor did his callous breast relent. 
When on some deed of horror bent. 
Viola's peerless charms did fire 
His breast with criminal desire. 
So great his avarice and pride, 
Fearing his suit would be denied, 
He laid a deep and daring scheme 
Most villainous; which yet did seem 
Of pure intent. No doubts arose 
In Viola's breast. Nor had she chose 
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The subtle Maro for a friend^ 
Nor on his honor could depend; 
Tho' to her heart he did aspire^ 
He was dependant on her sire; 
Nor ever had dltulg'd his flame 
For the unconscious lovely dame. 
It was not gratitude deter'd 
Avowal for the maid prefer'd; 
No. Maro's was a savage heart, 
Concealed by wily courtier art. 
No social joys that heart e'er warm'd; 
For deeds of horror only form'd. 
Av'rice and cruelty dwelt there; 
No virtuea ever inmates were. 
He never smil'd but to betray. 
And never own'd religion's sway* 

VII. 

For hospitality renown'd, 
St. Valverde castle did resound. 
An asylum it did afford, 
To vent'rous travelers, who explor'd 
Those craggy heights, whose devious way 
"^/ould the advem'rers toil repay 

y matchless scenery sublime, 

[or rare in Italy's fair clime. 
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Seldom travellers did obtrude, 

Amid the devious passage rude; 

Yet when those "r/ourf ca/i/t^d** turrets drew 

The traveller to nearer view, 

Si. Valverde'sArd, the toil well knew, 

And courteously did e'er invite, 

Within its walls, the stranger knight. 

Who of the sumptuous fare partook, 

Pleas'd With the host's benignant look, 

And quite enamord with the maid. 

Viola, by her charms delay'd 

Departure oft of many a stranger. 

Who saw, yet scarce could 'scape the danger. 

All gaz'd upon her beauties rare, 

None e'er beheld a maid so iair; 

Yet Viola, her heart retain'd. 

No one that treasure yet obtain'd* 

Wealth she had, nor mt)re desir'd, 

Of noble race, she naught requir'd; 

Though at her feet proud nobles knelt, 

'Neath her paternal roof she dwelt; 

Nor yet her kindred spirit came 

To woo this bright celestial dame. 

VIII. 

Nineteen summers now had pass'd, 
Her counterpart appear'd at last,*^ 

2 
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A young knight o.f illustrious rac^, 
His noble soul illumM his face. 
On th' angelic maid he gaz'd; 
She^ at his gracefql form amas'd 
In sweet confusion^ tum'd asid^ 
Her beauteous glowing check to hide; 
Whilst her heaving breast so fsiir, 
Was half conceal'd by ringlets rare; 
Yet the half suppressed sigh, 
Nor the half averted eye. 
Could escape th' enraptur'd lover. 
Lq-vc'b influence he could discover 
By the blush that ting'd her cheek, 
By her downcast look so meek, 
By her tremulous accent mild. 
When he spake, so bland she smil'd; 
Nor with haughty brow repel'd 
The youth, whom in her chains she held. 
By her courteous smile she gracM 
The tabic where the stranger plac'd; 
Saw but her who won his soul. 
And oft a tender glance he stole; 
Nor of the dainties near him laid 
Partook; but thought upon the maid. 
Her unsuspicious sire prest 
"s viands on the modest guest; 
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Nor of the mutual flaipie had dream'd, 
Though of beauty rare, he deem*d 
The stranger knight. Tet ahl not ^p, 
The mind of subtle^ count Maro: 
His jealous eye had watch'd the pair. 
To insult the knight; he was aware, 
Protected thus by Valverde's lord, 
Were vain; yet had resolv'd his sword, 
When the defile should be explor'd 
At coming night, his foe should slay, 
Ere scarce he pass'd the devious way. 
Instant did Maro now repair, 
And couch'd in a dai4c mountain Iair> 
Near which his rival needs must go, / 
Unconscious of a lurking foe. 

IX. 

St. Valverdc's lord well knew the danger 
That must await a lonely stranger 
Amid the mazy mountains drear. 
And ordered now a guide to cheer 
The devious and intricate way, ^ 
Which through those rugged wilds did lay. 

X. 

Ev'ning's soft shadows now stole on, 
The knight oft sigh'd, yet must bcgonej 
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He would not an intruder be; 

Yet gaz'd he still more tenderly 

On the fair form of Sylpb, like grace^ 

And the expression of a face 

That with seraphic sweetness beamed 

On him. Or so the lover deem'd 

A sigh unconsciously betray'd 

His hopes and fears. The beauteous maid 

Wish'd his departure was delayed. 

XI. 

Th' enamor'd knight at length ^ithdrew^ 
To Viola be sigh'd "adieul" 
She caught the glance, she heard the sigh; 
Her bosom heav'd, she knew not why. 
Her hand upon her heart she prest, 
Vainly to calm her throbbing breast: 
That moment did Viola prove 
How thrilling sweet the throb of love. 

XII. 

The stranger with the guide was gone^ 
And Viola retir'd alone 
To contemplate the noble form, 
Impress'd upon her heart so ivarm; 
She mus'd upon his parting glance^ 
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Existence it did much enhance; 
Vainly she would forget the theme^ 
She clos'd her eyes ok Mm to dream 
Who reign 'd sole monarch of her heart. 
Sooner the maid with life would party 
Than e'er that graceful form expel, 
Which all her suitors thus excel: 
Though he appeared of noble race^ 
His polish'd brows a crown would grace; 
His dark expressive eyes subdued 
A maid whom vainly ftrincea woo'd. 
Her loTC she dreaded to disclose 
To her fond parent, whose repose 
She valued more than aught beside; 
Nor e'en the youthful knight's fair bride^ 
Although a fond enamor'd maid: 
Would Viola had he forbade. 
So much slie did her sire revere; 
Yet the stranger knight was dear: 
His graceful form, his sparkling eye 
Had cans'd her bosom's secret sigh. 
She lov'dy she fear'd, she knew not why; 
And new sensations now pervade 
The bosom of this artless maid. 
How many obstacles arose, - 
(She thought) their union to oppose; 
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Yet SQ thrilling sweet the smart 
Of wily Cupid's quiv'ring dart; 
Ne'er from her breast she wish'd to tear 
The form so deeply imprest there. 
And should success crown not her lovei 
She mentally had vow'd to prove 
Her faith and matchless tenderness; 
Though sorrow should her soul oppress. 

XTII. 

Almighty love! such is thy power! 
The fond Viola blest the hour, 
When within St. Valverde hall, 
Arriv'd the stranger knight so tall, 
So gracefully in beauty's pride, 
The wand'ring maiden gaz'd and sigh'd; 
Though he appear'd a simple knight. 
And she St. VaWerde's heiress bright. 

XIV. 

Ah! little deem'd the generous lord 
Of Valverde halls, whose name ador'd. 
That e'er this lovely branch so rare. 
Would know the poignant pangs of care; 
That amiable maid so mild, 
Whose smile had ever care beguil'd. 
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Rarely we dream of future wo, 
While naught but happiness we know. 
St. Valverde's golden dreams are o'er! 
Domestic joys are known no more! 
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CANTO IL 

I. 

At midnight count Maro return'd, 
With fiend like rage his bosom burn'd. 
His hated rival not subdued; 
Fierce Maro had the contest rued. 
The guide who explor'd the rugged way, 
That through those craggy mountains lay, 
Was first attack'd by Maro's sword; 
And e'er the knight could aid afford, 
A fatal wound he had received. 
And instant was of life bereav'd. 
Prostrate, weltering on the ground. 
His dying groans re-echoed round. 
The astonish'd knight undaunted stood; 
Fierce Maro thirsting for his blood, 
Aim'd a death stroke at his heart. 
The wary knight by sudden start, 

3 



18 VIOLA. 

The erring weapon stabb'd the air. 
His adversary not aware, 
The eager thrust did swift impel, ^ 

Prostrate and disarni'd he fell; 
Now humbled at his rival's feet, 
Who thus his furious foe did greet: 
"Inhuman wretch! who e'er thou art, 
With giant form and ruthless heart. 
Thy life I crave not. Rise and live! 
Say what to this alternative 
Has e'er impel'd thee? Take my gold; 
Nor would I thrice the sum withhold, 
Could it restore that menial's life. 
Thus ta'en in this inglorious strife. 
Desist, and choose a nobler course, 
A robber'a life's a poor resource! 
Thou seem'st design'd for warlike deeds! 
Trust roe this toil thy pay exceeds. 
Renounce thy purpose, take thy sword; 
Thy konor's stak'd; I take thy word!" 

II. 

Maro his rage dissembling, rose; 
Nor to his rival would disclose 
lis name or rank; but haughty frown'd 

id spurn'd his gold, which on the ground 
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He threw indignant, when regained 
His sword with human blood yet stain'd. 
And sudden turning on the knight, 
Coroperd him to resume the fight: 
Threatening if he did not yield, 
Or throw aside his bossy shield, 
To give the signal to his band, 
Whom (he afHrm'd) were close at hand. 

III. 
"What! basely in return for life, 
Thou dost resume the bloody strife?" 
The knight resum'd with dauntless eye. 
While from their glance keen iight'nings fly. 
^^Ba?idUti then infest these heights, 
To rob and murder wand'ring knights? 
Ferocioi^s villainl thou their chief? 
Thou deem'st me hopeless of relief? 
What wilt thou, since thou'st spurn'd gold? 
If 'tis my life, it shall be sold 
At a high rate. Thou base ingrate, 
Death may perhaps, on the await. 
Come, though thy ruthless band be nigh, 
Thou and thy followers, I defy! 
Vile miscreant! never will I yield! 
Against a host this sword Til wield!" 
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Then closing in dread contest, they 
Fought desp'rate, 'mid the twilight grey. 

IV. 

Wounded, disarmed, fierce Maro fell. 
That moment chim'd the castle bell, 
And seem'd as 'twere his fimeral knelL 
Then did his stubborn heart relent; 
Again for life the miscreant knelt, 
In suppliant attitude; full low,- 
He sued fpr mercy from his foe; 
The generous knight withheld the blow, 
And graciously he bade him rise, 
Nor admonition e*er dispise; 
Yet not again he would restore 
The forfeit sword, though Maro swore, 
That ne'er again he'd raise his arm, . 
His brave and generous foe to harm. 
The knight inexorable stood, 
Firm as the rock repels the flood. 

V. 

Thus subdued, Maro lum'd away. 
The lion cheated of his prey, 
^e'er more furious had felt; 
t for life he just had knelt. 
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A valued gift he had obtain'd; 
Insatiate vengeance yet remain'd, 
Conceal'd beneath a passive look; 
f His rival's triumph hard to brook) 
Yet by defeat and rage o'ercome, 
He slowly now returned home, 
Trusting that some favor'd hour, 
Would place his rival in his power. 

VI. 

The knight now' turn'd to explore the way; 
Trackless wilds around him lay. 
The hapless guide a stiffened corse, 
To the humane knight, a source 
Of much regret; yet still he prest 
Onward with undaunted breast. 
Little progress could he make, 
His ev'ry step <}id echo wake, 
Gloomy caves on every side. 
Hideous gaps that yawning wide, 
Seem'd of awful depth profound. 
Thousand dangers spread around: 
Crag on crag oppos'd his way; 
The wanning moon now lent a ray; 
Yet be\i ilder'd was the knight, 
And wearied from the recent fight. 
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Maro's cumberous sword he bore, 
Triumphantly he did explore, 
Thus doubly arm'd, the devious height. 
Danglers which by day affright, 
Could not daunt this valiant knight: 
Yells of wild beasts echoed round, 
Through the cavern's depth profound; 
The owl's and vulture's hideous screams 
Re-echoed, soon obscur'd the beams 
Of wanning luna disappear. 
Some twinkling stars are left to cheer 
The lonely vsand'rer *mid the gloom; 
Thus 'scap'd he an inglorious tOmb. 

VII. 

When aurora's purple streak, 
From the east is seen to break. 
And sol's refulgent rays had ting'd, 
The lofty hills with verdure fring'd. 
St. Valverde castle still in view, 
Upon the dizzy height so blue, 
Dclay'd the progress of the knight. 
"There dwells," he sigh'd, "an angel bright! 
Would that I were of princely racel 
For I shall find no resting place. 
Since I that peerless maid have seen. 
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Would that I ne'er a guest had been 
AVithin those hospitable walls. 
Beauty and virtue grace its' halls. 
It is a venerable dome^ 
Even for a/ir//ice'« home, 
Where Viola, peerless maid 
Resides, may no rude foe invade 
St. Valverde's lov'd and fair domain! 
Long may thy Gothic towers remain 
Uoimpair'd by ruthless time, 
Upon the towering cliff sublime; 
May thy fairest inmate ever, 
In safety dwell; may sorrow never 
Fiola's spotless breast annoy; 
May her bliss know no alloy. 
G rant but this! celestial power! 
I'll e'er bless the 'nraptur'd hour. 
When to my astonish'd sights 
Appeared a maid so heavenly bright! 
May Viqla happy prove; 
Though a victim I to lovel** 

VIII. 

Thus his fervent prayer he breath'd, 
Incessant sighs his bosom heav'd. 
Sol's resplendant mid day beams. 
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O'er each Gothic tower gleams; * 

And still detained th' enamor'd knighti 

Till the glaring rays of light 

Retiring, faintly ting'd the height, 

With soft and variegated dyes, 

'Mid the hills were seen to rise, 

The "curling mists." The murm'ring sound 

Of "lowing herds" re-echoed round. 

The sheep bell heard from 'mid the rocks; 

The distant plain display'd the flocks 

Returning slowly to their fold. 

Their jocound keepers, young and old, 

Biithsome tun'd their simple reed, 

And naught save rural pleasures heed. 

IX. 

The knight absorb'd in love's fond dreams, 
Still lingers, while the ev'ning beams 
Of sol, now ting'd the distant heights, 
When faint appear'd the beacon lights; 
And "sober ev'ning". slowly ihrev 
Her "mantle" of a duskv hue. 
Grand and picturesque the scene! 
Slow the grey mists intervene! 
The lofty spires arc faintly seen. 
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O'er the waves, the golden rays 
Of resplendahi sol yet plays, 
Reflected o'er the blue expanse, 
Now retiring, slow they dance; 
Till at length day's king withdrew, 
Tinging the scene with golden hue. 

X. 

When "sober night" resum'd her reign» 
The lover turn'd to explore the plain 
That recently seem'd near to lay. 
He mark'd it by the sun's last ray; 
He linger 'd yet, and yet survey 'd 
The spot wiiere dwelt th' angelic maid; 
The beacon lights seen from afar. 
Each seem'd like to a brilliant star, 
Scarcely from such they could be known. 
Save that with greater light they shone; 
Still deeper was his heart imprest 
With the dear form, in thought carest. 
His soul a solemn vow had breath'd, 
When fair Viola's bosom heav'd 
Responsive to his sigh of love; 
He then had fervent vow'd to prove 
To love a fervent devotee, 
Whale'er might be his destiny. 
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XI. 

While thus the pensive lover took 
A last, a tender ^lingWing look^** 
And turned at length to wander on, 
Nor plain, nor pathway could be known. 
Fatigued and whh bewildered mind, 
On a rude crag he now recUn'd, 
Faint from the day's long fast he lay; 
Nor did hope lend a cheering ray. 
While pensive thus, he prest the ground; 
Sudden a hollow murmuring sound, 
In mournful cadence met his ear. 
A pause ensued. Again more near 
The sounds re-echoed. Silence then. 
And then the murmurs rose again. 
Still in suspense the knight remained; 
His valiant arm the sword sustained, 
Which Maro recently did own. 
Now echoed wide a hollow groan. 
Swift from his rugged couch he sprung, 
His shield^ across his arm be flung, 
His sword unsheathM, and sought to know. 
From whence arose those sounds of wo. 

XII. 

Beneath the cr.ag, a yawning cave, 
Vppeav'd like to an awful gravcj 
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I 

Though UDinviling, yet he enlcr'd, 
And even to the centre ventur'd. 
He paus'd. A midnight gloom prevail'd; 
Nor yet had fear his breast assail'd. 
His hurried footsteps echoed round. 
He listened; but no .other sound 
His ear did greet. Still as the grave, 
Had now become this spacious cave. 
The knight still pausing in surprise, 
The recent groans excite surmise, 
That now a solemn silence reign'd, 
And 'raid I he gloom his footsteps chain*d| 
Still musing on the mystery, 
He stood from servile terror free, 
Concluding it had been the roar 
Of waves upon the distant shore, 
That caught his ear with hollbw sound, 
Thus at the midnight hour profound. 
Had echoed awfully around. 

XIII. 

Still in a list'ning attitude, 
The knight remain'd ilkljensive mood* 
His arm uplifted grasp'd the sword. 
As when the defile he explored* 
A sound now caught his eager ear, 
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Again more toletnn and more near, 

Heverberating slow it came. 

The knight remembered it the same^ 

That had hb dauntless step impel'd; 

Again his generous bosom sweil'd 

To aid some being in distress. 

His fears dispel, or wrongs redress; 

Thus with humane intent did press 

The generous knight, amid the gloom> 

Damp and dreary as the tomb. 

Suddenly a transient light 

Gleamed across his armor bright, 

And vanished like a meteor ray, 

Darting on his serial way. 

Then a hollow groan resounds. 

The vigorous knight now forward bounds; 

Tlie glitn'ring taper's transient ray, 

Had shewn him where the passage lay; 

Undauntedly he still prest on, 

Repel'd by many a rugged stone; 

Till near the cave's extremity, 

He found a winding passage free 

From all obstruction. Faintly gleams 

A soliiary lamp's pale beams. 

And now the knight perceived a cell, 

"^herein^ a hapless wretch might dwell 
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Unknown amid the cbeerless gloom, 
And contempiate^his spacioti« tomb> 
He nearer prest, and saw a form 
That dtd his noble bosom warm 
With filial reverence so true, 
The venerable btrmU*8 due. 

XIV. 

The sage recluse recumbent gaz'd 
Upon the youthful knight amaz'd, 
Obtruding thus at midnight hour, 
When fervently the sage did pour 
His pious orisons to heaven, 
For youthful bins to be forgiven. 
Slowly he rais'd his feeble frame, 
Demanding whence the stranger came;, 
Affirming thirty years bad gone. 
Since he within that cave alone, 
Thus dwelt in penitence unknown, 
Unheard, till now, his midnight moan. 

XV. 

The knight with deference was retreating,. 
Aw'd by the holy sage's greeting, 
Who half recumbent yet remained, 
One hand a crucifix ^ustain'dj 
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The other in amazement rais'd, 

As on the astonish'd knight he gaz'd. 

At length the pious hermit rose, 

And begg'd the stranger would disclose 

What chance had led him thither? 
And why he wandered thus alone, 
How he had caught the midnight moan. 

And strayed he knew not whither? 

XVI. 

The stranger's tale was quickly told; 
Yet all he did not vet unfold 
Ilis love for that transcendant maid, 
Absorb'd by whom alone he stray'd. 
The sage besought bis guest to stay 
Within his dreary ceil till day, 
When he the devious path would shew, 
Across the mazy vale below. 
The knight assented, and the sage 
Well versed in the classic page, 
Bcguil'd the hours till the rays 
Of welcome sol's refulgent blaze 
O'er the mountain's top did break, 
All nature now to joy did wake: 
^.h woodland chorister's sweet lay, 
heard to "^a// the new born rfav;" 
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The flocks were issuing from the fold. 
Then, as with dazzling rays of gold, 
Appear'd St. Valverde's spires to view, 
Amid the heights of misty blue; 
Yet scarce within the gloomy cell. 

Had sol yet lent a ray; 
It still was cheerless as the grave, 

Nor knew the light of day. 

XVII. 

Now forth the hermit and his guest 
Crept slowly through the gloomy cell. 
The hermit thus the knight addrest: 
(While he some cherish'd grief supprestj 
('Stranger! I soon must bid farewell! 
Yet some admonition give; 
For / have known what 'tis to live 
Amid a world unjust, unkind, 
Where the ingenuous feeling mind 

Is wounded oft to agony, 
Nor ever is from sorrow free. 
Oh! /have known, alas! too well 
The world's deceit; nor words can tell 
My wrongs. But, oh! my son! beware 
Of treachery, of .friendship feign'dj 
All else but ihU^ I had suslain'd! 
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E'en now does indignation swell 

This hermit heart! But oh I to dwell 

On wrongs from those I lov'd too wetl 

Is agony! It rives my heart! 

Yet, youthful stranger, ere we part, 

My benediction take, and know 

That human bliss is mix'd with wo; 

The sensate mind is doom'd to bear 

Anguish that urges to despair. 

From friends estrang'd, from cold disdaini 

From arrogance: the servile train 

Of ordinary friends we meet, 

Whoever with feigned friendship greet 

The great man's smile, although a fool) 

A knave or villain, 'tis the rule 

To cringe and flatter for a nod. 

Extol and worship as a God; 

While merit in an obscure lot^ 

Too often pines and is forgot. 

Go thou, my son, and spend^thy days, 

Worthy of ev'ry good man's praise; 

Nor suffer vice to e'er beguile, 

Nor ^barter honor for a firinceU smile.' " 

XVIII. 

Thus said, the hermit led the way 
*^Miere many a devious course did lay; 
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The knight in pensive mood pursued. 
And sigh'd to leave the solitude 
Of those vast heights, where recently 
He first had known "/ov^'a witchery.** 
They now had past the rocky way, 
And came where fertile vallies lay; 
The sage his benediction gave, 
And slow returning sought his cave. 

5 



VIOLA. 

CANTO m. 

I. 
Twelve months elaps'd; no tidings brought 

To fair Viola oi her lover; 
The maid desponding, often sought 

His name and lineage to discover: 
Till thus long doom'd the sport of sorrow, 

Her reason often was impair'd, 
A transient gleam from hope to borrow; 

The lovely mourner now despair'd. 
At times delirious, the maid, 
Amid her native mountains stray'd, 
Wand'ring far from her abode; 
She oft was seen where never trod 
A human step, ere her^a was known, 
^n touching strains she would bemoan 

Her hapless fate. Her food she found 
Amid the products of the field. 
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The vallies did spontaneous yield 

Variety. In caves profound, 
Her slender form would oft repose; 
Kind Morpheus beguil'd her woes» 

While night her 'Unantle" clos'd around. 

. n. 
Familiar with the cave's recess, 

The lovely mourner would explore 
The devious windings, often press 

The mossy couch and rugged floor* 
One morn at dawn the hermit found 

Her slender form extended near 
His secret cave, and from the ground 

He I'ais'd the maid with tender care, 

And prest to know "Aow came she there?*^ 
A sigh escap'd as he surveyed 
The wo worn features of the maid; 
A matchless form which seem'd t' enshrine 
A soul worth more than India's mine; 
A pitying tear the hermit shed. 
And to his cell the wanderer led. 

in. 
^'s fervid beams, the ev'ning dew> 
ang'd her drap'ry's assure hue^ 
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She look'd a primrose wan and pale> 
"When off she threw her sable viel; 
Her graceful form she now reclin'd, 
On a rude couch. Her wand'ring mind 
Had deeply touch'd the hermit's breast^ 
Who also was with woes oppre^t; 
Yet in his sacred lone retreat, 
That bosom did the wanderer greet; 
He diligently did prepare 
His noble guest a rustic fare, 
While she abstractedly reclin'd; 
"When soon her host in accent kind, 
HespectfuUy the maid addrest, 
And humbly his rude viands prest. 

IV. 

"Deign hapless lady! deign to share ^ 
This rustic meal, i hermit's fare? 
Child of misfortune! thou shalt stay 
Within my dreary cell to day; 
Nor longer canst thou linger here, 
As for thy fate I've much to fear: 
My age predicts a swift decay. 
Tomorrow, and thou must away; 
I would not thou shouldst close my eyes. 
Not that I deem thou wouldst despise 
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The humble office; but I fear 
(And nature speaks the period near) 
Thou then wilt friendless and alone. 
On a cold world a^^ain be thrown. 
Oh» ladv! think what woes await 
Thy unprotected, lonely state; 
Nor spom my counsel: take my bre. 
The best I ha?e, I freely share. 
Permit me then to lead thee hence; 
Nor at my freedom take offence. 
May heaven raise thee friends to cheeri 
And from thy , cheek dry ibrrow's tear. 

V. 

The pensive maid, the hermit viewM 
With filial love. In accents mild, 

"Father!" she said, "do I Intrude? 
I would be thy adopted child. 

Oh! turn me not a wand'rer hence; 

These sacred walls are a defence! 

No impious steps 'dare here intrude 

Amid these cells so vast and rude. 

These rugged crags that round us lay, 

Almost exclude the light of day.' 



9» 
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VI. 

•'d on her benignant friend. 
1 sigh labor'd in her breast! 
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■ 

<^Oh! T?hy does memory thus rend 
This bleeding heart! I was carest 
Sy a fond sire!" she sadly sigh'd; 
«<Nor knew I sorrow till he died! 
An orphan now, o'erwhelm'd with vro. 
No home oi' kindred do. I. know! 
Scarce can I tell how I've surviv'd, 
Of parents 'reft, of home depriv'd. 
So long I have a wanderer been. 
My woes would incredulous seem» 
Couldst thou but know! Yet, ah! the tale 
Would probe my heart, nor aught availl" 

yii. 
The sage in much amazement yiew'd 
The matdt^who anxious to elude 
His eager glance, had tum'd aside, 
Her soul's o'erwb^lming grief to hide. 
The hermit sought to soothe the maid, 
With look and accents kind he said, 
(^Lady thy youth and innocence. 
Gives me regret to lead thee hence. 
But little comfort cantst thou find, 
Here with a sage recluse, whose mind. 
Is not congenial to thy youth. 
Here I have sought unerring truths 
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And with the aacred volume spend 
My lonely hours. I had a friend 
Whom much I lov'd. He long since died^ 
And from that hour has grief denied 
A respite. Here I patient wait 
With reverence, the decrees of fate.'* 

VIII. 

<<How like unto my sire thou art!" 
The maid replies; ^^Oh! how my heart 
With Jiiial love grows warm for thee! 
Oft in thy prayers remember me? 
This may St. Valverde's heiress crave^ 
Ere yet she finds her early grave!" 

IX. 

"St. Valverde'a heieraa! Mow/ fair maid?" 
In deep amaze the hermit said. 
"Oh! holy virgin! when, or how 
Is this reverse! a wand'rer Mofi/ 
St. Fatverde'a heiress! Do I dream! 
A vision, sure! nor can I deem 
That virtues like St. Valverde's lord, 
Could woes receive for his reward! 
Oh! quickly speak! say, art thou human? 
fair fragile form, mere woman? 
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Recoiling in amaze, the sage 
Stood almost breathless: tremulous age 
i\iid deep emotion shook his frame; 
-Absorb'd in grief he now became. 
At length arousM, he quickly said, 
^^Thou art not yet an orphan maid! 
Thy aire was once my friend, and I 
Am tbine, young mourner, till I die. 

St. Valverde's heiress ne'er shall roam 

Thus exil'd, friendless, from her home. 

Thy griefs, my child, have touch'd my heart. 

Sweet blighted flower, we will not part; 

My feeble lamp of life revives, 

Think that thy sire yet survives: 

In me behold his earliest friend, 

Who will his orphan now defend. 

But say, what woes could thus ioipel 

St. Valverde^a hcireaa to this cell? * 

Hast thou no relative to soothe. 

With duteous, care thy grief remove? 

Thy mbther! is she also gone! 

And art thou truly left alone? 

"Ob! rev'rend fatheul" sobb'd the maid, 
<<My parents both in earth are laid! 

6 
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An infant when my mother diedi 
I then became my father's pride. 
He had but only me to soothe 
His grief. With care I did removey 
By filial tenderness bis wo; 
Nor aught of sorrow did I know, 
While sheltered by paternal care. 
But oh! I was not then aware, 
A reptile lurk'd in guise so near. 
Count Maro*a was a savage heart, 
Disguis'd by well dissembled art. 
My unsuspicious sire beguil'd 
By this black fiend, benignly smil'd, 
And caird him his ^^adofited child.'' 
Alas! too soon the base ingrate, 
(Because my sire had denied, 
That I should be count Maro*s bride) 
With vengeance now insatiate, 
He soon betray'd his deadly hale. 
My sire then a victim fell, 
Oh! how it rives my heart to tell 
The horrors of that awful night, 
Still present to my aching sight! . 
To see a parent's dying eye 
FixM on a child despairingly, 
^d vunly struggling with his fate. 
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He rued his kindness; 'twas too latel 
He died! Oh, GodI my sire gone! 
An orphan I thus left alone, 
And in the power of such a ioe? 
I rav'dl yet knew not where to go. 
Count Maro with a savage smile 
Approach'd, my sorrows to beguile. 
As from a basilisk, recoiling, 
I fled! The villain's aim thus foilingf 
He sued no more; but soon pursu'd 
With deadly hate. He did intrude 
E*en in my chamber, where in vain 
A refuge I had hopM to gain. 
Alas! no sanctuary now. 
To 'scape count Maro's savage browl 
With threats and irantic look he came, 
And fiercely thus, 'most haughty dame. 
Thy reign is short! prepare to die! 
Nay, scorn not thus! for know that /, 
And I alone^ will now be lord 
Of Valverde halls. And know, my word 
Can instantly pronounce thy doom. 
And thou'lt lie cold within the tomb. 
But, that I would thy choice once more 
Permit. One hour! and all is o'er! 
Within an hour, thou must decide. 
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Whether thou'lt be count Maro's bridel' 

His savage ef e now wildly glanc'd. 
As if some horrid thought possest 
This matchless fiend's perturbed breast^ 

He then with furious look advanc'd. 
As scornful, with averted eye, 
I proudly said, ^knom then that.Ij 
Sooner than Maro'a bride, will die.' 
*jind die thou shalt!' he fiercely said, 
And low beneath the wave be laidi 
The dread abyss thy portion be, 
If fhU8 count Maro's scorn *d by thee! 
Lord of St. Valverde halls I'll reign; 
Nor supplicate thy love again.' 
Thus said, he rudely dragg'd me hence; 
I shriek'd; but none in my defence^ 
Of all the menials durst appear; 
They all were aw'd by servile fear. 
'Twas the dead hour of night, and I 
Gaz'd wildly round despairingly, 
While savagely count Maro smil'd. 
And said. *The While Cliff's verge so wild, 
Would soon consign my griefs to sleep. 
Beneath the foaming surge so deep.* 
I shriek'd, I rav'd; nor more I knew 
Of that night's horrors. Ah, too true! 
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Count Maro then St. Valverde's loVd 
Became; nor shelter would afford 
To none, save oi>ty those he lov'd, 
Whose faithful services he piov'd.' 
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XII. 

Exhausted now the maid reclin'd; 
The hermit with abstracted mind, 
Sat also musing, till the day, 

Now closing, brought the hour of prayer. 
Then by a lamp's pale glimmering ray, 

This holy sage and lady fair, 
Now join'd their fervent prayers to heaven, 
That Maro from the castle driven, 
A vagrant soon forlorn should be, 
Nor aught relieve his misery. 
The sage now bade his hapless guest 
Retire the inmost cell to rest, 
Till day should dawn, when each would go 
To Valverde halls, her fate to know. 



I 
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CANTO IV. 

« 

When Viola from count Maro's threat^ 

Senseless recoil'd, he call'd for aid; 
A menial came, whose bosom yet 
Felt pity for the hapless maid, 
And wish'd to save; nor yet he dare, 
Naught but a ruthless fiend appear; 
While M aro curs'd at the delay, 
And fiercely cried, ^^Bear her away! 
Swift to the White Cliflf's verge now go, 
And plunge her in the gulph below.'* 

II. 
In fiart the mandate was obey'd: 
The Cliff was gain'd, the filunge delay'd. 
Viola now reviv*d to know. 
He who sustain'd) was not her foe. 
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Her father's stein ard, it was he, 

Who groan'd, "Oh, lady! do I see. 

This night of horrorsl and yfet live! 

That 1 were young, I now would give 

My heart's best blood in thy defence; 

But now thou must a wand'rer hence! 

Dear lady, save thyself by flight! 

Fly from the horrors of this liight. 

I dare not thy conductor be, 

Suspicion soon would rest on me. 

And those whom bribes have won, would seek 

Their hapless victim soon to reek. 

This, fiend's revenge. I now must go, 

And say nou*rt 'neath the n^avea laid low. 

Lady, farewell! I dare no more! ^ 

Fly from this spot, or all is o'er! 






III. 
Viola shuddering gaz'd around 

Amid the midnight gloom profound. 

Distracted she now wildly fled, 

And sought a cavern's rocky bed, 

Among her native mountains drear. 

Where naught her dark'ned mind could cheer. 

Her silken mantle in her flight, 

pon the White Cliff's dizzy height 

as dropt on that eventful night. 



VIOLA. 49 

Next morn count Maro's savage eye 
Beheld it, with exuhing cry, 
He soon proclaimed himself sole heir. 
"Now," he exclaim'd, <<no one can dare 
Diefiute my title! Here I'm lord; 
Vnrivalled I will rule; my word 
A law; my every look obeyed; 
My mandates never be delay 'd.'* 

IT. 

A secret joy his heart pervades, 
Joy that humanity degrades, 
That he should seem absorb'd in wo. 
That could no consolation know, 
For his late untie so rever'd. 
Whose sudden death, (it so efl/iear*d) 
An apoplexy. Then his child, 
Viola, with her griefs ran wild. 
And from the White ClifT's awful verge^ 
Had sought a grave beneath the surge. 
^^*Thfllau8ible,'* he softly said, 
"And Pm reveng'd for that proud maid. 
What's now to fear! Am I not lord? 

Conscience! now slumber; ne'er awake! 
I'll to my jovial friends afford 

Nightly revels, till morn doth break." 

7 
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Three months their death he feigned to mourpy. 
Then said, "Ahhougb his heart was torn 
With anguish, for those moai he lov*^d^ 
And which his many ftara had prov'd; 
Yet hospitality should not, 
At Valve rde castle be forgot; 
And all his friends might there repair,. 
The sumptuous banquet still to shareJ* 



XI. 

And numerous they did repair^ 

The profligate and noisy guest; 
The outlaw found a welcome there^. 

And every vagrant, whose breast 
Was callous a^ thetr lawless lord, . 
Who did such wond'rous cheer afford. 
Degenerate Maro soon disgraced 

St. Valverde's fair and princely dome;. 
His uncle's virtues soon eflac'd, 

His orphan e'en denied a home; 

Yet must the hour of reckoning come^ 
For thec^ count Maro, black'ned fiendl 
Thy boasted power soon shall end, 

Self condemnation seals thy docmu 
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VII, 

Aurora now waH seen to streak. 

With rosy tints, the western sky; 
Now did the hermit's slumber break> 
And soon the hapless maiden wake^ 

Again to heave the sorrowing sigh. 

Kind Morpheus awhile beguil'd 
The beauteous wand'rer of her woes; 
Now from her rugged couch she rose, 

The hermit greets her as his child. 
His mental prayer the maid perceiv'di 

While to her lip his band she prest. 
And thus, *<Of sire I'm not bereav'd, 

While -yet within a hermit^a breast 
.There glows humanity so rare, 
Thy placid smile might banish care«'* 
The sage benignly smil'd and said, 
*^ril be thy sire, afflicted maid! 
Devoutly join me now in prayer, 
And then partake a hermit's fare.'* 

VIII. 

Now from the cell, in silence they, 
With caution sought the rugged way. 
Sol's dazzling beams their bosoms cheer/ 
Contrasted willi the cave so drear; 
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The heights were hid iiy misty blae, 
In graceful columns curl'd to view, 
Like sparkling gems appear'd the dew^ 
On all the various foliage near; 
While on the glitterifog jiaves appear 
A distant sail. The hermit spied, 
And to his look the maid replied, 
« Oh! that it HoereP* She could no more« 
The hermit urg'<l her to explore 
The rugged way which now appears 

Along the rocky mountain's side; 
The herimt's tenderness now cheers . 

Viola's breast. The prospect wide 
Could charm a hermit** dreary lieart. 
His feelings soon he did impartf 
In words poetic. Viola listeti'd 
In mute surprise, while frequent glistened 
A tear of sensibility, 
Within her speaking azure eye; ' 
She gaz'd upon his noble form, 
(His heart with pious feelings warm) 
Majestic still though ruthless time 

Had ravag'd all his youthful graces: 
His language copious and sublime. 

His learning many a youth surpasses. 
^ rugged way the sage beguii'd, 
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Amid those devious heights so wild. 
Half way the summit galn'd, they view'di 
Upon the craggy cliff so rude^ 
Resplendantly St. Valverde's spirei. 
Viola scarcely now respires^ 
While round her form her veil she dreW| 
lu shades, her soit cheek's pallid hue. 
Her course through many a passage rudCf 
The sorrowing maiden now pursu'd* 
The hermit's converse ceas'd to charm; 
Nor could pf fear her breast disarm, 
While near to those dear walls she drev 
To Jilial love, a tribute due, 
Her tears she gave; and sadly sigh'di 
That fate a sire's embrace denied. 
Now busy memory awake! 
Her hours of happiness recalls, 
Within her dear lov'd native walls^ 
Alas! its heiress thus to take 
Refuge among its rugged caves! 
The thought recurs. Again she raves! 
The hermit tries to soothe the maid; 
But vain. Their progress now delay'd, 
By closing day's last sombre shade; 
Grey twilight scarcely serves to show 
Their devious wav* A shriek of wo 
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Btirst from Viola's aching breast; 
Close <o the hermit's side she presty 
Who with paternal care sustains '. 
Her feeble form^Scaix:eIy remains 
Enough of life to reach the height. 
Ere the dark hour of closing nights 
Darkness now rdgn'd o'er all the scenes 

Silent and sad seem'd all around; 
No cheerful sounds to intervene, 

Naught, save the foaming surge profound. 
As they drew near the White Cliff's heighty 
Slowly they mov'd. The beacon's lighti 
Prom each majestic tower shone^ 
And slowly yet ihey journey 'd on. 

The hour of midnight now arriv'd, 
And now they reach'd the castle gate. 
There in suspense they long did wait; 

The maid almost of life depriv'd, 

Reclin'd upon the hermit's breast. 
Who had the ponderous gate bell rung, 
At each loud peal the maiden clung 

Qlose to her aged guide, who prest 
The fainting orphan, while he sigh'd, 
"St. Valverde's lord, alas! has died! 
^nd where will now his orphan find, 
V relative to soothe her mind?" 
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IX » 

The g^te bell's sonorous chitne had rao 
Within the castle walls, where then 

The banquet sumptuously wasspread. 
Were midnight revelry was high; 
Nor dream'd they aught of danger nigh, 

Tin the belies chime infus'd a dread 
Of Some invader. Struck with fear. 

Count Maro startled.' Trembling, pale^ 
The porter came. Amaz*d appear 

The guests. And now does guilt assail 
Count Maro*s bosom, late so gay, 
He gaz'd; yet wist not what to say. 
The porter look'd, he "would unfold 

A tale" of horror. Fear yet chain'd 
His faltering tongue. At length more bold> 

Silent his lord not long remained, 
And frowning with terrific look, 

The menial's sturdy form he shook. 
He, silent and aghast did stare, 
'Willie Maro's eyes with fury glare. 
And thus, "Base slave! what hast to tell^ 
Why, at thU hour does ehime that bell^ 
If hostile steps do here intrude, 
They come when we're in JitteH mood 
To meet their force! Sound the alarmt 
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Nay, let not servile fear disc^m 
Thy ruffian heart! Ha! and what nowl 
Why does such gloom hang o*er thy brow?" 
Aghast the trembling menkl stood. 
And groan'd. ^^ 0, that accurBcd Jlaodl'* 
^jirt mad?** Count Maro cries with rage* 
'^Thou'rt fit to with a fot engage! 
Come, quickly say, why chimea that bell^ 
This blade shall force thee quick to teii!'* 
Wild with affright, the porter knelt; 
Sudden count Maro's bosom felt 
Alarm. The suppliant, falt^iug said, 
*^That / were 'neatl>-th€ wave now laid! 
My lord is at the castle gate, 
Who, with my lady there does wait; 
Silent and pale, they shivVing stare! 
I saw their ghastly eye ball's glarel 
I saw. Oh, holy virgin, there.*' 
Count Maro 'tward the hall door gaz'd^ 
When, at his wild i^^lance all amaz*d^ 
His guests now rose; and silent they 
Alternate gaz'd. Now slowly glide 
The sage, and maiden by his side, 
So pale, so deep absorb'd in wo, 
She naught of thi8 world seem'd to know, 
ier fragile form, a shade now beem'd, 
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While from her sunken eyes, there beam'd 

A glance so wild, so pieixing bright, 

It struck e'en Maro with affright; 

But to conceal his guilt he strove. 

Viola now did siowiy move, 

Reclining on the hermit's arm. 

Her woes his aged breast disarm 

Of energy. He feebly groans, 

And mentally her wrongs bemoans; 

A spectre too he seem'd,'so pale, 

So like unto (he recent lord, 
That pangs count Maro's breast assail; 
Yet, to conceal, he frowns assuming, 
Demanded, " Who are ye! presuming 
Thus at the midnight hour to come 
Within this lofty festive dome? 
St, Falverde'a lord is never sought 
By midnight vagrants; nor has aught 
For such intruders here. Away! 
Nor rouse my vengeance by delay!" 

IX. 

Viola fix'd a phrenzied eye 
On Maro's form, and with a sigh 
So deep, it echoed through the hall. 
And did his guilty breast appal. 

8 
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In accents wild, and hollow tone, 
Her woes she plaintively did moan, 
As like a spectre wan, the maid 
Gliding in solemn accent, said, 
"Count Maro! clear thy haughty browl 
Behold an orphan maid! whom thou 
A twelvemonth since of home depriv'd! 
'Twas heaven's will ihou hast surviv'd, 
For this night's vengeance, now complete; 
Nor think its purpose to defeat! 
E'en at this solemn hour to dare 
The feast of revelry prepare! 
This hour when thou my sire depriv'd 
Of life! His daughter has arriv'd. 
Protected by this sacred guide. 
Whom thus with scoffs, thou dost deride. 
Tremble, black fiend; for heaven is just! 
Thou'lc soon be mingled with the dust. 
The hour of retribution's come; 
St. Valverde's heiress seeks her home. 
A twelvemonth since, at this dread hour^ 
Saw me an orphan in thy power. 
Without resource, than instant death 
To sleep, the foaming surge beneath, 
^n at this solemn hour, thou 
hurl'd me to the White Cliff's brow, 



And said, ^beneath the wave He low!* 
Now with this sacred form I come; 
St. Falverde's heireaa seeks her home!" 



X. 

Count MarO) conscience struck) recoil'd, ■ 

And on his crimson couch extended. 
Beheld his brilliant prospects foil'd 
And all his boasted power ended! 
Stili wildly on the forms he gaz*d, 
And still more were the guests ama£'dy 
When strains harmonious as in air, 
Hovered around. With grace so rare, 
Viola sang. Plaintive and sweet, 
The sylph like form their ears thus greets 
With strains that penetrate each soul, 
In measure sweetly wild it stole: 

STANZAS, 

Dark was the night, loud howl'd the blast, 
The mountain woodlands echoed wild. 
The thunders dreadful sound! 
The lightning flasb'd, the rain fell fast, 
The proud oaks "w/^/i the tempest toiTd,** 
Till rooted from the ground. 
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Dreadful the c^ash of maDy an oak. 
Which for a century stood, 
Frowning majestic o'er the flood, 

Which ne'er its base had broke. 

Deep were the wild waves on the strand. 
Where many a bark had oft been thrown; 
And many a hapless seaman's moan, 

In murmurs echoed o'er the land. 

Yet never since Sf, Valverde'e dome, 
Rose on the mountain's height, 
Was e'er remembered such a night, 

As that which thou didst doom 

St. Valverde's heiress then to die. 

And low beneath the wave to lie! 

Deep in the flood there lies a corse, 

Beneath the foaming waves! 
The White Cliff's verge! Ah, whoe'er dares. 
The treach'rous precipice ne'er spares! 

The wretch whoe'er this danger braves, 
Must sink without resource. 

An orfihan now your pity craves! 
Lord of St. Valverde hall? 
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E'en lords do oft find wat'ry graves! 

Hist! hear my father call, 
«Come count Maro follow me! 

Hie to the White Cliff's verge, 
His clay cold corse thou there shalt see! 

Thou deem'd 'twould ne'er emerge! 
Come, count Maro! follow me! 
A smaller mansion's doom'd for thee?" 

He left an orphan to your care; 

Where is that orphan maid? 
To meet his ghost! Ah, will you dare; 

Your heart would be dismay'd. 
The White Cliff's verge cannot affright. 
More than my form this solemn night! 
The horrors of the dread abyss; 
The filunge to thy soul's pangs were Wva^l 
Haste, count Maro! haste with me; 
My father's ghost still beckons thee! 

XI. 

The voice here ceas'd. Now gliding slow, 
She beckoned with a look of wo! 
Count Maro starts with phrenzied gaze^ 
When blue the lights all seem'd to blaze, 
His sparkling goblet, he resum'd; 
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But on bis brow sat ^Wtorror filum'd!" 
When from the venerable sage, 
(Who seem'd more bow'd by grief than age) 
In hollow tones were murmur'd slow, 
(While fix'd on Maro's looks of wo) 

He thus exclaim'd, "^rr thou so vile! 
And is thy hands with murder stain'd! 
And is thy princely power thus gain'd? 

Black fiend of hell! thy ghastly smile 
I)oes thy perturbed breast betray, 
^ark me! Before the dawn of day, 
Thou Shalt no longer here be lord; 
Nor aught on earth shall aid afford." 

xn. 
Count MsTro look'd audaciously. 
« What art thou? Whetice did come?'' cried he, 
"TVioM art not, sure, the recent lord 
Of Valverde halls? And soon this sword 
Should seal ^i^y doom; but that thy years 
Protect thee. Strange it yet appears 
Thou shouldst thus conduct this maid, 
(Whose fragile form a seeming shade) 
To thus accuse me of foul deeds! 
By heaven! who next offends me, bleeds!" 



VIOLA. 



The caaile bell now loudly rung, 
The maiden to tlie hermit clung;. 
The porter trembling, slow obey'cl 
To unclose the gates, he yet delay'd. 
A bugle blast then sounded loudj 
And as the s^tes unbarr'd, a crowd 
Of knighis now rush'd like mouniain stream, 
Their leader more than man did seem; 
He 'iward the castle led the way, 
And all impatient of delay, 
With dauntless air he sought the hall, 
And closely prest his followers all. 
Count Maro, almost pliieuzied now, 
Low to [be earth was seen to bow 
His lofty form in courieoiisy. 
Tlie unknown knighl, (for it was be) 
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Beheld him with a scornful eye, 

While round the hall of revelry, 

He cast a keen enquiring glance. 

Maro beheld him bold advance; 

And trembled when the astonish'd knight^ 

Perceiv'd Viola's form so bright, 

Supported by her aged friend. 

Oh, heaven! what pangs his bosom rend! 

Senseless she lay within his arms; 

Not death could yet destroy her charms: 

She seemed an angel sleeping there; 

Nor destined for this world of care. 

The knight sprang forward at her feet, 

In suppliant attitude did greet 

His dying love. She knew it not; 

Her joys and griefs were all forgot: 

Insensible to all she lay. 

The knight impatient of delay, 

Demanded what could thus destroy. 
All that his soul on earth could love? 
Which. now he had returned to prove. 

And hop'd for bliss without alloy. 

II. 
Count Maro now with haughty mien, 
ode forth and cast a glance so keen, 
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It seem'd as tneant to pierce his foe. 
When fiercely thus, ^^Intruder! know 
That /, count Maro^ daring boy, 
Have dar'd thy fondest hopes destroy! 
IVIy vengeance now shall be complete! 
(I vow'd revenge for that defeat) 
You well remember when and where! 
And now within these walls to dare 
Thus brave me with a host of knights, 
Who led by thee^ have dar'd these heights! 
Yet, trust me, soon shall thou and all, 
Before superior numbers fall." 
Then drawing forth a weapon bright, 
He challenges the dauntless knight. 

III.'' 
JVeutral the friends of each remain; 
The chiefs the combat now sustain. 
^^Yieidl yieldl" Count Maro's furious cry. 
^^JVever!*' the valiant knight's reply, 
Till cold in death thy form does lie! 
An instrument from heaven^ I come 
T' avenge the dead, and seal thy doom" 
Count Maro with disdainful smile, 
Indignant stood. His foe the while 
Flourish'd a sword with martial air, 
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And sternly cried, " Villain j beware! 
Provoke me not! Remeraberest thoUi 
I granted twice ihy life? and now 
Thy pompous words and scornful look, 
Deemst thou a dauntless knight will brook?** 

IV- 

«7%o« Heat!" cried Maro furiously, 
-^^ Count Maro ne'er crav'd life of thee,** 
i^Dost know thia iveafion?** cried the knight, 
*'Canst recollect that dreary night, 
When near a dark and yawning cave, 
Thou hadst prepar'd for me a grave? 
Now villain! murdererl meet thy doom, 
And let thy friends prepare thy tombi 
Thy forfeit sword shall deal the blow, 
The mortal thrust that lays thee low. 
Now aid me, justicel" he exclaim'd, 
And vvith a desp'rate thrust he aim'd 
At Maro's breast. It pierced, and drew 

His heart's best blood. With looks of wo, 
He staggering fell; but yet he knew 

His forfeit sword hdd given the blow. 
With fell revenge his breast did swell; 
Tor naught but fend like passions dwell 

bosoms such as Maro's, base; 
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Nor could the valiant knight efface, 
From his remembrance, the hour, 
When Maro twice within his power, 
He gave the life for which he sued, 
The boon he since had sorely rued. 

V. 

Viola of her sire depriv'd 
He knew not that the maid surviv'd; 
Upon the hermit's breast still laid, 
In death like swoon the lovely maid. 
Prostrate, count Maro bleeding lies. 
And heavy roll'd his vengeful eyes. 
Death now with hasty stiides drew near, 
His victim's gloomy brows appear 
As does a storm when gathering fast. 
The blackened clouds arise. Aghast, 
The frighten'd menials stand and stare 
At Maro's wild terrific glare. 

" Oh! for revenge ^*^ he groan'd; but death 
His icy hand now on him laid. 
Again he rav'd, "That haughty maid. 

The cursed ruffian s/mr'd,"* His breath 
Grew shorter. Imprec^^ns vile. 

His impious lips were heard to breathe; 
A ghastly and demoniac smile 

His face distorts. Convulsive heave 



68 VIOLA. 

His ruthless breast. The menials shrink 
To view their haughty lord so gay; 

Now on eternity's dread brink, 
And shuddering, each stole away. 

VI. 

And now a sudden nnurmur ran 
Throughout the spacious hall, and then 

A gleam of joy pervades each breast. 
The maiden whom as dead they mourn'd, 
Slowly at length to life returned. 

The 'nraptur'd knight now forward prest; 
Slowly her slender form she rais'd, 
In silent rapture eager gaz'd 
Upon her beauteous knight amaz'd. 
Her soul pervading glance he caught, 
His bosom now with rapture fraught; 
He tremulous and graceful kneel'd. 
And look^ alone, his soul reveal'd. 
Viola's half suppressed sigh, 
Her speaking downcast azure eye. 
The faint blush mantling o'er her cheek 
Was eloquence; and ^flWs were weak 
Their joy to paint. But Maro's eye, 

ough dim'd with death, glar'd savagely. 
Ving groans again is heard, 
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Their joy so aggravates his pains. 
To see his deadly foe profer^d, 

And chosen lord of those domains! 
He writh'd in agony, to view 
Viola and her knight so truel 
And as a sidelong glance he stole, 
Distraction seiz'd his tortur*d soul; 
With furioas aspect oft he strove, 
Yet vain his efforts now to move, 
Nor could he now forbid their love. 
The chill of death now seiz'd his frame, 
And speechless he at length became; 
But with his last expiring sigh, 
He threw a glance maliciously: 
Struggling with death's cold grasp he lay, 
Till just before the dawn of day. 
The tyrant triumph'd o'er his prey. 

VII. 

Silent and sad the num'rous guests, 
(Who stood spectators of the scene) 
Departed with a sullen mien. 

While gloomy thougjM|possest their breasts. 
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Count Maro's corse was now remov'd; 
Day dawn'd apace, and thus it prov'd 
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The hermit had predicted right: 
And now he knew the stranger knight, 
Was he who once had sought his cave. 
His hand in friendship now he gave^ 
And briefly did the tale relate, , 

Of fair Viola's hapless state, 
While doom'd a lonely wand'rer wild. 
The maiden now serenely smil'd, 
While her dear knight so fond sustained 
Her sylph like form. The knights remained 
Gazing in rapture on the lovers, 
Then all amaz'd, the knight discovers 
Count Maro's friends had disappear'd. 
The spacious hall at length was cleared 
Of al], but those who wish'd to aid 
St. Valverde'sinjur'd orphan maid. 



IX. 

Around the lofty dome she gaz*d, 
And at the courteous knights amaz'd: 
Their numbers and tj^ir armour bright, 
Were new and plea^iP to lier sight. 
At length restor'd to her dear home, 
As mieiresa of the lofty dome, 
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Its former hospitality, 

The maid renew'd most courteously. 

A banquet now luxurious spread, 

The knights most cheerfully partook. 
Viola's cheek with faintest red 

Suffus'd, her lover's ardent look, 
Heighten'd each fast reviving charm; 
Her bosom now knew no alarm, 
No subtle Maro to destroy 
Their bliss, it knew not of alloy. 
The banquet o'er, the knight prevail'd 

On Viola to grant a boon. 
With such persuasion he assail'd 

His mistress' captive heart, that soon 
With blushes eloquently, she 
Presents her hand most gracefullj^. 
The knight received, with bended knee, 
A boon than kingdoms, dearer far. 
Or all the honors gain'd in war. 
A rapturous kiss he soft imprest 

On the fair hand so priz'd, so dear, 
While rapture now pervades his breast, 
To know his long lost love so near. 
The priest attended. Soon was join'd, 
In sacred bonds the youthful pair, 
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The graceful knight and maid so fair. 

Were of congenial noble mind. 
Their beauty and their virtues rare, 
Nor any could with them compare. 

X. 

The knight surveyed his beauteous bride, 
With rapturous eye, and softly sigh'd, 
«il/y Viola! St. Valverde's pride! 
Naught shall thy faithful knight e*er sever 
From these dear arms! ThouWt mine forever I ^* 

The hermit with a placid smile. 
Dwelt on former scenes awhile; 
Scenes of his youth, which now reviv'd 
By memory's power! Alas! depriv'd 
Of friends, of kindred, oft he sigh'd. 
And crav'd the rest, fate yet denied. 
Viola's sire in former days. 

His earliest, warmest friend had been; 
The hermit lavish in his praise, 

The tear of gratitude is seen 
His aged furrowed cheek to grace, 
By memory's aid, they flow'd apace. 



VIOLA. 73 

Viola with a tender care, 
The hermh soothed. A fervent prayer 
He breath'd, that heaven the youthful pair 
Would crown with every earthly joy! 

Their love exempt from all alloy. 

> 
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THE END. 
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PATRIOTIC 80XGS, Sec. 



PATRIOTIC SONG 

Comfiosed in Philadelfihiai Auguaty 1814, 

Sons of Columbia rush to battle, 
Hark! the British cannons rattle! 
E'en on our shores behold the foe; 
Rise, arm! and let th' invader know, 
Columbiana sons are brave and free, 
Nor born for abject slavery. 

Unite and hasten to the field; 
But ne*er to a haughty Britain yield! 
A ruthless foe must ne*er prevail, 
Ne'er cause us freedom to bewail; 
^ What Washington so nobly gain'd, 

Must ever nobly be maintain'd. 

Each patriot bosom ardent burn, 
Your rights assert, indignant spurn, 
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Whate'er may tend to make you slaves. 
Shall Britain only rule the waves? 
No, brave Columbians! still be free, 
Assert your rights by land and sea. 

Tremble not at a tyrant's frown! 
Rush on ye brave, the day's your own; 
The shades of your brave sires will guard, 
Their patriot sons, fame will reward; 
Then dauntless to the battle speed. 
And in the cause of freedom bleed. 

Remember those who nobly bled. 
In freedom's cause their blood was shed; 
Nor deem they ever toil'd in vain. 
Rise, and the glorious cause maintain! 
The genius of our favor'd land, 
Guide and protect the patriot band. 



PATRIOTIC SONG 

Composed September 2d. 1814. 

To arms, to arms! Americans, undaunted meet the foe; 
Arise, Columbians heroes! and your Yankee ysHor show, 
The haughty sons of Albion, intrepidly go meet, 

■^ 00 ye sons of freedom^ and with sword and cannon greet 
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The insolent intruders who would force ye to be slaves, 
Who boast their pow'r supreme upon the land &on the waves. 
Who have long with envious eye beheld this land of liberty^ 
Till at length they have resolved we no longer shall be free. 

To arms, to arms, repel the foe! 

Columbians rise ! your valor show. 

The genius of Columbia must ne^er viel her radiant face. 
Then obtain the iaurel wreath, ye brave, and death before dis- 
grace, 
The laurels which your sires obtained by many a glorious scar, 
Should incite to emulation; then arise and rush to war! 
Oh, think, ye sons of/reecfom, could ye ever live a slave? 
Could you see the Lion in triumph o'er your darling Eagle 

wave? 
Oh, heaven! e'er such a moment for America arrives, 
May all her matchless heroes in the contest yield their lives. 
To arms, to arms, the foe is nigh! 
To battle rush ! conquer, or die ! 



Extempore lines on the approach of the British to BaUimore, 

in September, 1814. 
1.0! Britain's haughty sons invade our shore! 
Hark! the shrill clarion's sound, the cannon's roar( 
Elate with conquest, rapid they approach; 
Say, with impunity shall they encroach? 
Arise, Columbians! arm in freedom's cause! 
Repel intruders who would frame your laws! 
Was it for this^ oh, heaven! our heroes bled, 
Our brave forefathers' sacred blood was shed? 
Must freedom dearly earn'd, at length be lost? 
Forbid it^ heaven! and stop a tyrant's boast* 
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Ye heirs et liberty j your rights assert, 

Soon will the daring foe meet his desert. 

Intrepidly go arm, unite with zeal. 

Despise his menaces, teach him to feel 

That impotent his arm, when /reemen rise 

T' assert their rights, and anoga&ce despise* 

The fatal blow aim at each Briton's heart, 

WhoM force ye with dear liberty to part 

What, could ye be ignoble, Columbians! could ye yields 

!No, grasp firm the sword, the glittering falchion wieldl 

Shade of the great, the godlike Washington! 
Thee we invoke ! benignant saint, look down! 
Be thou a guardian angel hovVing near; 
For next thy God, thy country was most dear. 
That patriotic ardor, matchless chief, 
Which oft imperd thee, hopeless of relief, 
Through toils and dangers to a powerful foe, 
Should in the breast of each Columbian glow* 
Then, oh! blest saint, descend and hover near! 
Oh! guard the freedom which was bought so dear. 

r 

Columbians rise! the eagle boldly wave! 
Go, meet proud Albion's sons, rush on ye brave! 
Firmly contend for rights, for liberty! 
Let ** Victory or death,^^ your motto be. 



THE DYING ROSE. 
I had a friend, ah, me! how dear! 
How much estecm'd, how lov'd; 
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His sigh caus'd mine, my griefs his tear. 
Sweet sympathy we prov'd. 

He pluck'd a rose of vivid hue, 

And plac'd it on my breast; 
Ah! from that hour my peace has fled! 

The thorn denied me rest. 

I kiss'd the fragrant rose, and said, 

Thy beauties matchless flowerl 
JDelight my sense, and e'er they fade, 

rii place thee in the bower. 

«No,'^ said Orlando, "let it die 

Upon my Celia's breast; 
For such a fate, who would not sigh! 

And thus to be carestf " 

Flatter'd, I smil'd and bent ray head, 

Over the glowing rose; 
Sudden it droop'd, its lustre fled. 

The leaves a thorn disclose. 

There planted by Orlando^s hand! 
Orlando whom I lov'd; 

11 
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Friend of my soul! whose smile so bland, 
My yielding heart appro?*d. 

Yet soon, alasl Orlando went 

In quest of wealth or fame; 
To distant climes his steps were bent. 

Ne'er shall we meet again. 

Ah! friends are mutable, unkind; 

The fairest flower must die! 
And €elia then will be resign'd, 

Nor heave one sorrowing sigh. 
Philadel/ihia^ 1813. 



Beauty awhile may captivate the heart, 

Yet soon those charms with youth must pas8a\iay; 

And if the mental beauty form no part, 

Its but the short liv'd triumph of a day. 



LINES TO MARIA. 

The day draws near! Maria, we mast part; 
Oh! couldai thou know thy faithful Edward'e heart, 
»t8 warmest throb is still for thee alone, 
ria, late in prospect all my own. 
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Relentless fate commands that we must serer. 
Bat oh! can I forget thee lore? no never! 
Those many blissfal hoars together past, 
Was bliss supreme, too great alas, to last. 
Now fades the glowing prospect to my view; j 

'Tis past, and now a tender long adieu. 
May hoT'ring sylphs attend thy footsteps ever, 
Ob, may corroding care and sorrow never 
Become the inmates of Maria's breast 
May thou and him thouMt wedj be ever blest; - 

Nor Edward, or his griefs will e*er obtrude; 
Vet oh! thoa wilt not ev^ry thought exclude, 
Of him whose faithful love thou oft hast provM? 
Thy once lov'd friend, alas! now sadly goes 
To some far distant clime to calm his woes. 
Though earth's remostest region he attain, 
He e'er must ^*drag^^ a hopeless "length'mng cAatn." 
Farewell, Maria! dearest maid, adieu! 
Thy ]^ ward's latest sigh must heave for you. 

Philadelphia, 1817. 



To Henrify who obset'v'd that the moon shone 
with ^^/loetic sweetneaa," 

Fair cynthia then can interest, 

Whose sweet and placid beams 
Calms my tumultuous care worn breast, 

Through which hope seldom gleams; 
My fav'rite planet then is thine^ 

(A bliss T long have sought,) 
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Docs with ^fioctic ^meetness** shine, 
And elevate each thought? 

Thy calm superior mind will here, 

A paradise oft know; 
Oh, Henry! be thou heaven'a care, 

While in this vale of wo. 
Alas! no kindred soul for me 

Seems destin'd e'er to soothe 
Woes which I ne'er roust breathe to lhce> 

That might thy friendship prove. 

Oh! there are griefs, my valued friend. 

That none can e'er partake, 
E'en aymfiathy no aid can lend. 

The heart at length must break! 
But had I earlier known thy \yorth. 

Before I sorrow knew, 
'7%ott hadst then been my all on earth; 

But Henry y now adieu! 



TO FLORIZEL. 
What! art thou dubious of Maria's love? 
And even life be yet resigned to prove 
A faith which ihou, oh, <Aom/ hast never known! 
Too Idhg Mana'8 heart's been ail thine own. 
Why torture thus that fond and faithful heart; 
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But short tb)' triumpli, ere three days we part! 
Yet, three days more, and then I fain would go, 
May thou dear ingratc, pan^s like mine ne'er know. 
Affection doubted ! oh, thou shouldst have sparM 
My heart this pang; nor deem'd another sharM 
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The glowing heart which thou alone subdued. 
Maria will not long her griefs obtrude. 
Talk not of "tcoman's art^^^ forbear I pray, 
Does man ne'er ^Kcr, win, and then betray? 
Oh! much too oft, alas! my sex can prove! 
Your^s much too oft disgrace the name of love! 
Recall to mind the hour when last we met, 
Thou ne'er canst that eventful hour forget? 
You said that **cl«fT/ then impelled away; 
But love, (the bland seducer) bade you stay. 
Another effort yet, and then we part; 
But oh, Maria! thou retain'st my heart! 
Ob, prize it for its matchless constancy, 
And oh! believe it throbs for only thee! ' 
By all 1 value most, I this do noeary 
May guardian angels take thee to their eare." 

Farewell, forever! now, false Florizcl! 
A long^ a sad, a solemn last farewell! 
] ask no tender farewell interview; 
For pride and slighted love forbids. Adieu I 



TO CLARA. 

AW doubts rcmov'd, joy re-allumes my breast, 
And love'*8 bland smile, chaims half my cares to rest. 
Oh! bright transition fi-om despair's dark frown, 
Sorrow, 1 deem'd, had ^hnark^d me for her oicti;" 
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But now the hope that T am still befov^d*, 

Cheers my sad heart, which owns your worth is proY'd. 

Oh! if to love to adoration, be 

My crime, my Clare, I have sinnM for thee; 

Without thee, cv'iy spot would joyless prove; 

Thy presence ever charms, thy smile of love 

More welcome is to my devoted soul, 

Than aught on earth. I own tliy mild control, 

Empress of my fond heart; nor words convey 

How dear thou art: resistless is thy sway. 

So recent I have known thy match! est worth, 

And must resign thee J lose my all on earth! 

Ah! where will hapless Henry ever find, 

So warm a heart, so generous and lUnd, 

Such angel grace, such excellence combinMj 

None but my Clara cVr can make me blest, 

Still my beloved, thoo art m thought carestt 

Thy ev^ry tender, dear expressive glance 

Mem'ry presents, my senses to entrance. 

Thy tender, soul pervading accents still 

My mind retains, and wander where I will. 

Thy form, my love, pursues; Vm ne^er alone, 

Thou^rt ever present, ever ail my own. 

What is the world, my Clara! what its joya? ~ 
Ah! all I^ve long beheld as glittering toys; 
And sure my Clara's far superior mind, 
No lasting bliss in folly's round could find? 
Oh! couldst thou for thy H«m-)ff all resign; 
Could I but say, tny Clara, xcholly mine! 
The world should boalt no one so blest as /, , 

AbsorbM by thy dear smile ^ I'd care defy. 
Coaki I such happiness e'er hope to gain, 

^ more would Heni7 sigh, Ae's li¥'d in vainf 
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Oh! let me then my Clara's steps pursue; 
Nor hear those lips pronounce, ''Henry, adieuV^ 
Let me protect thy tender form from harm; 
Let Henry share thy noble heart so warm; 
Cheer by thy angel smile, my throbbing ^jreast, 
Aod charm forever all my cares to rest. 



THE HAPPY COTAGER. 

How sweetly glide the tranquil days 

Of innocence, devoid of care ; 
Safe thi*ough her native vale she strays, 

Hemov'd from every snare. 
Oh, happy state of joy and peace! 

How enviable thou 
To wealth, without a mind at ease, 

And all exterior show. 
Philadelphia, 1813. 



To JV. V. esq, on his departure to Virginia* 

^Farewell, esteemed friend! go, speed thy way; 
Nor longer from thy lovely partner stay, 
Haste to remove her fond solicitude. 
Soothe ev'ry care; nor let a doubt obtrude, 
Of thy paternal fondness, or thy love. 
For daily thou Invok'st the powers above. 
To guard thy treasures till thy wishM return. 
Protracted still, which thou dost hourly mourn 
Thy Henrietta's lovely form to view. 
Fond memory giTes, and patuta her ever true. 
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Sigfaiog while bending o'er her lovely care, 
Thy infant daagbter, as her mother fair, 
Smiling with cherub sweetness at her breast, 
Where its fond father's image is imprest; 
And as the lovely babe, the nectar qaaffs, 
Unconscious of its mother's sorrow, laughs! 
A pearly tear upon its dimpled cheek 
Descends, it looks, "why does my mother weep? 
]V]y dear, fond father soon will be at home, 
"Will dry those teaw, nor ever more will roam. 
His Henrietta's charms, her matchless worth 
Absorbs his soul, we are his all on earth; 
O doubt not then my mother, his return, 
The ^lambent flamey^ does undiminished burn; 
For oh! remember when ye bade adieu, 
The sacred mutual vow, ^ I will be trueP 
ClaspM in each others' arms^ ye wept, ye sigh'd, 
And vow'd to heaven, naught should youi* heai'ts divide^ 
CincinruUii 1817. 



SONNET TO ELVIRA. 

Oh! turn not thus away those eyes, 

As cruel as thou'rt fair; 
Elvira! hear thy lover's sighs, 

Oh! save him from despair. 

Ah! ><rhat avails it, lovely maid! 
That wond'rous fair thou art; 
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AVbile no compassion can pervade 
Thy cold insensate heart. 

Thy Edmund's ardent vows receive, 

Of never ending love; 
Thy faithful lovers vows believe, 

Which a whole life shall prove. 

Reflect a moment, lovely maid. 
How transient beauty's reign: 

Let love thy bosom now pervade, 
Nor let me sigh in vain! 

Philadelfihiay 1813. 



TO FRIENDSHIP. 
Is ^(friendship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to sleep, 
A shade that follows wealth and fame, 

And leaves the wretch to weep?** 

Oh, no! it is a balm. 

For many a wounded breast! 
Its lenient power can calm. 

And charm all griefs to rest. 

'Tis no delusive sound. 
Though some deceived have been; 
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Still pure it may be foundi 
Ad estimable gem. 

At friendahifi*8 shrine I bend, 

A fervent devotee; 
The sacred name of friend, 

Shall be revcr'd by me. 



An humble tribuU to the memory of the unfortunate Fredi^ 
erick Lutillia, esqvire, who eommiUed suicide in Philadelphia 
October, 1816. 

When loTC and hope illumes the hours, 

Tranquil they glide defoid of care; 
Fancy presents her ^n-eatbs of flowers, 

Woven with blossoms rich and rare! 
The fragrant roses thorn! ess seem 

To bloom spontaneous; all is gay. 
How rarely sanguine mortals deem 

That hope (the flatterer] will betray; " ^ 

How often sad e](perience shows. 
Our bliss as transi^t as the rose, 
Whose Tivid hues e'er charm the eye, 
Soon like this flower we droop and die! 

A youth hope^s ^^sunny smile" believ'd, 

She lurM him *mid her path so gay; 
He decmM not he could be deceived. 

Ah! could so bright a smile betray? 
Yet by the fair enchantress lur'd, 
in a labyri&th he was lost, 
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Hope fled! wfaaf tD^uiib he endnr'd. 
Hit >odI « nTccb, 'mid biltowi («•(! 
Dnpair appfar'il where hope had imil'd. 
She came wilh aiperl biggard, iv[ld. 
And graip'd a phial whicb contaln'd 
A deadly drau^it, and cried, "this draiu'd. 
Grief Kill no more pcrrade (h; breast! 
ReceirB it, Wfetch, and be at reetl" 

He grapp'd it and coDiulsive aigh'd, 
"NoiF trcarheroDs hope, adieu!" he cried, 
Thj roaf a fade, the Iherns appeal! 
False hope adieu! welcome deipait!" 
The draught he drain' d heavy retpir'd 
In awful asooiea, espir'd. 

Hapleu Liilillii! eooD life's dream was o'er, 
Thou'et ruhly reDtur'd, on en unlmoiFii ahore! 
Oh! may (he cherub in crcji plead in heaven! 
A pAreiBud luicide mnj be forgiien! 

Kcar Schuylkili'i banks (bj fomi repoiei, 

A spot nnkallottid it Iby bed, 
The marble trhich tliy dust encloses, 

Reveals Ui; fate; while o'er thy bead. 
The eeclar's evergreen nill shade. 

Anil vi'lets gem'd nilh dew dropg clear, 
Deck the green sod that's o'er (bee laid ; 

Amid the gloom thyfricnda appear, 

And ttrmgirs pay He "hibatary uarJ" 

The nnfortunate Lnlillia was a native of Trance, »*- 
Tiicisiitudea ofhumaa anbirt. That coottiiuiioDa! 
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ty, (the characteristic of bis nation) entirely forsook him, 
on finding his prospects of an anion long anticipated, with 
the object of his afiections, suddenly Tanishing, and in a 
fit of despair, he procured a large dose of arsenic, with a 
determination to instantly consign his sorrows to oblivion. 
His hapless fate will be long and deeply regretted by his 
friends, to whom his many amiable qualities endeared 
him. His remains are interred in a lonely spot on the west- 
ern side of the Schuylkill, near those of the unfortunate 
Richard Smith, late lieutenantof the United States' army. 
Their tombs are partly concealed by the sympathetic 
gloom of the cedar and cypress. 

EPITAPH 

Composed fw the monumenU of Frederick Ltiiillia, esq. 

Stranger! whateVrhas thy step impelPd 

Amid the hapless dead, this spot revere! 
Be not the tributary tear withheld. 

Nor of a fatal error judge severe! 

The dust beneath this sod, claims jnty'^s tear. 

Though by a crime the "vital spark** has fled! 
lis flight uncalVd to unknown worlds has sped; 
Yet, when a suppliant at the throne of grace, 
Mercy the impious deed may yet eflTace! 
The anguish'd trembling soul may be forgiven; 
Formercy is an attribute of heaven. 



TO WINTER. 

Winter! thy dread approach e'er chills my heart! 
''h! my social joys mast soon depart; 
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Too soon to sammer^s smile, succeeds thy gloom; 

Thus youth^s short summer glides, and we approach the tomb. 

Transient our joys, as transient too our wo! 
They, only they are wise who never thought bestow 
On life's fantastic round of joy and caresj 
Yet wisdom's ne'er attain'd in early years. 

Youth ever sanguine, ardent, hopes to find 
Felicity the lot of all mmkind; 
Yet, ah! too soon experience teaches this, 
Thei*e's naught so fleeting as terrestrial bliss. 

Then mortals eager seek the radiant maid 
In brighter realms, e'en in her native shade! 
There happiness immutable will prove; 
There dwells the "/ountoin of eternal loveV* 

Then winter, come! in all thy terrors come! 
Thy gloomy aspect, I will learn to bear; 
For spring will soon succeed to cheer me here. 
And spring perpetual, blooms beyond the tomb. 
Germotttoton, Pa, 1816. 



TO CLARINDA. 

What's life'^without lover^ my Clarinda, ah! what? 

A wilderness truly, where flowera bloom not! 

The heart that ne'er throbb'd with lore's exquisite bliss, 

Nor with itipture was throbbing while stealing a kiss, 

That bosom forever is joyless indeed; 

Nor friendship or sympathy ever can need.. 
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The breast in which oDiy dall apaUty reigns, 
Is callous to IdTC, to its joys and its paios. 
Oh! give me the heart that is ardent and true, 

Where fondcs^ affection and candor doth dwell. 
Where manners refined, and sentiments too, 

Distingush a being whom none can excel: 
Clarinda, *tis thou! to thy love 1 aspire! 
Nor deem me presnmptuous yet more to require^ 
Thyself and thy lasting esteem I would gain, 
Deign (o call me thy friend, and Pm happy again; 
For Henry is sad while in exile forlora, 
For friendship and sympathy oft docs he mourn! 
No bosom congenial seems destinM to cheer: 
Alas! must 1 sever from all I hold dear? 
Alone and unfriended a wanderer I, 
In a land of cold strangers soon destinM to sigh; 
Yet, let me depart in the sou! cheering thought, 
That sympathy's mine which I ever have sought! 
The grateful remembrance will cheer my hard lot, 
That 1 by Clarinda will ne'er be forgot. 
May bliss be thy portion, may roses be found, 
Ever thornless and fresh in thy paths to abound; 
And oft in thy orisons think of thy friend; 
May hovering sylphs my CJarinda attend! 
May we meet in those regions where only joy 
Forever predominates clear of alloy. 



IRREGULAR STANZAS— IMPROiMPTtl. 
Oh! could I once but find tranquility. 
In some remote, sequestered glade; 
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Or e'en amid rude monntaina let me tee 
An(«™'»ownoff5prinE,deBreiraplicity. 
I hale tbe wOrld'i profiiie unmeaning rorms, 
Wbile DO conseaiHl glow the bMom wamia, 

Nnrpitje'ei the breast pervnijel 
Oh! thai I ne'er had knoivn lbs nortd'i deceit-, 
My heart had not thus been with iroei replete. 

Year after year has pajs'd in hnptets ivo, 
Since reasoa'g daiin rmm cbildhood I remember) 

NogpHng ofbappineis was mine to know, 
Mj proipecta now are gloomj ai NoTemher' 

Oh! would traoquililj bat deijn lo smile 
In aome lone cottage, tit Trom folly't tribe. 

Therewith otw friend mrcarC! to oftbesnile, 
I I'd iDiile defiance though a world deride! 

'Ti» friendehip, sympathy, alone can jirB, 

The^oly bliss for which I care to live. 

Oh, Tate! tbou'bt been unkind tome! 
'Til not ambition that could wake tbe sigh I 
Grandenr [ shun; and yet thou dost deny 
The joys of social lift! Alas! la be 
Depriv'd offriends, of relatires, of Aoiw.' 

No kindred mind to soothe, dispel ray cares, 
T4o promis'd sympathy for future y ears; 
Even domestic happiness denied, 
' 'Twere better when an inAut 1 had died! 

' Come stem philosophy! I will %preccplileam! 
Maria, now farewell! those hours must ne'er return! 
Tboie boan in lOdaJ coavene daily pa^t, 
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Are moying swiftly, soon must come the last! 
Ob! then, if thy breast sympathetic glowM, 
If thy heart knew what oft thy looks have show'd; 
Oh! 'deign one sympathetic sigh to give, 
And for thy welfare my best wish receive! 
If ever thou domestic bliss should prove, 
(And sure thy beai-t is formM for social love) 
Oh! think oft times upon thy ^aily friencl, 
A hapless wanderer, whose griefs must end 
Perhaps ere long, in some sequesterM spot, 
And in a **land of slrangers,^^ be forgot. 

LAURA. 
Philadelphia, ISIT. 
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